
WAD EMPRESS DYING.

l"hs Unhappy Charlotte of Mexico Is Fall-

ing Rapidly.
It was a melancholy day Xor the member! ot

the royal family of Belgium on June 7, when

Ihey made their annual official pilgrimage to
the Chateau da Bouchout, near tho Tillage of
Moysse, to present their "best wishes" to the
nnhappy Charlotte, of Mexico.

It was the fifty-four- anniversary of her
birth. Her condition since that day, too, has
continued to grow worse, so that ltlsbe-llee- d

the princess Is soon to bo relieved by

death from her suflflrings.
Until a short time ngo she had at least mo-

ments when she appeared to be herself and
understand in part at least what was said to
her. These moments came most frequently
In the presence of
for whom sho always manifested a deep love.
Few persons are allowed near ber. In fact, as
the presence of one whom she does not like
or who is unknown to her always makes her
tremble and thus increases her sufferings.
But she had always welcomed the queen,
whose presence had a soothing effect upon
her.

But when her majesty npproached her on
the birthday anniversary mentioned the

looked upon her with stony eyes
from which no ray of intelligence flashed.
Even the announcement a few days ago that
her favorite niece. Princess Josephine, had
been married had no effect upon her. She
did not realize the meaning of the words
spoken. Until recently sho played dally on
her piano, nnd her improvisations nt times
were beautiful the fancies of a mad brain.
But nowehe has no interest in music.

She is growing weaker dally, and the end of
her suffering is not thought to be far distant.
She cares little for dress now, while for years
he was fond of decking herself in brilliint

colore and wearing beautiful costumes. Dailv,
among other things, a new pair of whlto
gloves had to be laid on her dressing table,
but theso sho now never draws over her
shapely hands. She has given up her walks
and remains in her room day afterday. mostly
stretched out on her bed, her eves haggard
and ber face thin and pale.

Tho peoplo of Belgium have taken the
deepeft Interest in the welfare of the Princess
Charlotte, as they always call her, Ignoring
the title of empress, in tho twenty-seve-n years
since tho loss of her reason. There is a tradi-
tion or beliof in Belgium that her condition Is
due to a drink made from a plant In Mexico,
administered to her by her enemies in the
land over which her husband ruW for so
short a time. The plant, it is said, caused the
loss of reason and gradual death.

But there are other waj s of explaining the
lameatable affliction of tho once ambitious
and lovely woman. The exciting incidents
through which sho passed, tho humiliations
whl'h she suffered, tho violent emotions
which sho felt, the thought of her husband-- all

tended to shake her reason.
It itai on her return from St. Cloud, where

Napoleon III had received her, that the llrst
xcad symptoms manifested themselves. He
then had Anally announced that he would do
nothing for her and was to recall the Trench
troops from Mexico, advising Maximilian to
givo up an impossible struggle ana return to
Jlurope. Sho left Napoleon In despair, nnd
arriving at the Grand Hotel in Fans sho baa
nn attack of icsamty. "Go away, you miser-
able wretches, go away." sho cried to Messrs.
Castillo and Do A alio, her favorites among

Lord Willard's Peril.
Bt Mart Cross.

Author of "Lndley's Widow," "Under Sen-

tence," "False Witness," Ac.

The express from Hollywood and elsowh'ro
flies through the heat of later August, now
between deep cuttings waving with broom
and gorso and seeding grasses, now past
floods of golden grain, fruit-ric- h orchards,
and lovely httlo villages. Passengers sigh
anil yawn and sleep, and grumble generally
at the heat and tedium of traveling.

In a flrst-cla- compartment two florid
"horsey" individuals have certainly set them-

selves to make th best of it, and, apparently
Httlo disturbed by tho state of tho thermome-
ter, devour sandwiches, and "pour libations"
of something that looks, but doesn't smell,
like weak cold tea, comparing notes on racing
c euts past and future, and the merits of the
latest music hall star.

"So Mrs. De la Foer is husband-buntin- g

again?" sajs one of theso mighty eaters, and
the remark, uttered after a short silenco,
causes the only otheroccupant of tho com-

partment a handsome athlete, who has been
half asleep in the corner, bis arms folded , his
rather long legs stretched out to opeu his
lazy gray eyes and to colour through his
henlthv sunburn.

Jove, yes," comes the reply, with a bois-
terous laugh "Lord pity tho poor old fool
if she catches him'"

"hour grapes, mj boy; sour grapes, eh'"
"Nothing 01 the kind, on my Biblo oath.

Blc9s you, sho don't know me now. I'don't
my that once on a time all her smiles weren't
for rae but of course wh-- n her pretty face
caught a swell it was all ov cr with common
folk, md she held her head too high to sea
poor fellows llko rre once tho ring was safeon
her finger. If I was qualifying for the position
of husband to h r lad ship I'd make
itmj-businc-s to know what oocamo of the
first how bo vi as shuffled off."

And he closes one eve, nods, and takos a
long pull at his flask. The other man looks
interested oven on tho verge of being ex-
cited.

"Bo j ou mean ?" he hints.
"Oh. I don't mean anything, beyond the

fact that Do la Peer bcemed to vanish all at
ence, and her ladyship took a trip to the con-
tinent, and canie back in widow's wpod3.
Whether 'twas arsenic orn bullet through
tho beil. or whether lio
just drank himself to death, no one eems to
know, nnd it isn t my business anv now. Ho
was rather a handome fellow. Do la Foer,
but a precious soft, do a pair of bright ejes
emirking at him over n bar wouldn't hi.ve led
him into matrimony. She was poor enough,
and had to bo content with ltttle enough,
when sco knew him llrst, but, by Jove, .liter
she was married, mines of Golcondn wouldn't
havo kept her' Tho best of everything was
hardlv eood enough for her; and so. with her
extravagance, and majbo remorse, and no
doubt the dropping eff of friends who would
not receive nn De la Poer took
refuge in drink. J'erhaps lie had n weakness
for it beiore, just a3 ho had for low com-
pany, but a better woman might have
made a better men of him. I
suppose he went from bad to worse with a
rattle; anyway, tho whole thing ended in n
Bmash utter ruin nnd botweeu drink and
worry seme sny the man' brain gao way. I
don't know how that may be, but bo van-
ished, and so did sho; and when she reap-jieur-

slio was got up as n w idow. fcho has
Flatted life nt Hollj wood, where no one Is
likely to identify Dollv Pearson, of the Hare
and Hound", with Mrs. Dorothea Do la Poer,
of Rosomount, whom every one pities as the
rich widow of a man who went wrong. That's
all I know; a clever woman, an adventuress
11 vou like, but clever as the deuce."

"But what docs, she live on? Credit?"
"Not at all. She has tho luck of old Harry.

Tho old man who owned the Hare and Hounds
left her all be bad, and somo say ho would
have married her. However that may be,
soon after aha camo back ns a widow this
money dropped Into her bands, and thero she
is! Ire contents of the till will help her to
another good match; maybe some spars were
saved from the wreck, and if so, she'd have
them, that's certain. It knocked me all out of
time this morning, when sho drove by, look-
ing too lady-lik- e to live, staring me straight
in tho faco as if she'd never seen me in her
life before. Another woman would have
fainted, or sought to beg or buy my silenco
nbjut old times until her big fish was
landed, but she never turned a hair. 'It's all
right, Dolly,' thinks I, 'jou'ro game and I
won . spoil sport.' It seems that now she
Is the rich young widow of a Da la Poer of
Chester, which Is like .faying a Howard
or h Stnnlej-- . He's supposed to have treated
her badly, for she can't bear to speak of her
married life; she is all sweet gentle martyr
nnd patient angel. Ha! ha! ha! It really is
fine, nnd if she catches this new man. Action
isn't in it with Dolly's luck. Who is he, did
vou ask? Ier of the realm, my boy. No
less. Lord Willard, of Woterdale, wherever
that is."
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her husband's councilor!, who had accom-
panied her on her mission.

A little later she made her pilgrimage to
Borne to see tho Pope and beg bis Interces-
sion with the Mexican clergv as a last resort.
Falling on ber knees before his holiness, she
cried; "St. Peter, issue a bull, I beg you, to
all Christians, condemniag those who wish to
imprison me."

The political part which she had wished to
play ended in that supplication. She shut
herself up soon afterward in the Chateau
Miramir, and later ebo was transported to
Belgium, where she was confined at first In
the castle of Tervueren and still later in tho
Chateau Bouchout. where sno is

It is uncertain whether she ever knew tho
real end of Maxmilian. At least for years
she has believed that he still lives as a pris-
oner in Mexico. Only a few months ago she
wrote letters to all the sovereigns ol Europe,
demanding their aid in his behalf.

TO HELP BEAT OLD HICKORY.

Carious Relio of tho Campaign of 1834
Owned by a .Michigan Man.

Ira II. Benjamin, a gentleman living at
Borneo, Mich., is the possessor of a curious
relio of the Presidential campaign of 1831. It
is a copper coin issued by the opponents of
Gen. Andrew Jackson, who was then running
for President for tha, third time, ho having
once been defeated. The coin or token is
about the size of an old copper cent and bears
the following inscriptions:

On one side encircling the center are the
words: "Perish credit. Perish commerce,
1831." In the center is the figure of a hog
running, with the words "My third boat" on
it: above tho hog, "My victory;" below it,
"Down with the bank." On tho other aide
encircling the center are tho words: "My
substitute for the U. S. Bank." In the center
is a medallion of Jackson, and below it the
words: "Experiment. My currency. My
glory."

These coins are now Tery rare, although
onco thero were a groat number in circula-
tion.

Long Skirts on a Bicycle.
A recent bioycle accident to a young girl in

North Attleboro emphasizes the danger of
skirts. Her dress in somo way became en-

tangled in the rear wheel of her machine and
wound around the sprocket and chain so
tightly that she was thrown to the ground.
Fortunately she was riding slowly, so that ns
serious injury resulted, except In her skirt.
In vain she worked and tugged over it. In a
few minutes she was surrounded by sympa-
thizers of the feminine sex, and various expe-
dients wcro proposed, but Anally tho only
practical ono was adopted. Another skirt
was sent for, nnd behind the sheltering group
tho embarrassing change was effected, and
tho labyrinth of bicycle and skirt was
left in a friendly doorj.ard until the girl's big
brother would call for it. Boston Adver-
tiser.

t
An Inheritance Tax of SO,5 00,000.

From London Truth.)
The Duke of Westminster is asking tho

sympathy of his friends because, under the
terms of tho death duties in the pending
budget, bis estate at his death must pay to
the goverument n tax of no less than 4C,500.-00- 0.

This will compel the poor heirs to get
along with only iiO.000,000.

"It may turn out a second edition of De la
Foer. Seems rather a pity that another man
should be caught in the sarno trap, eh?"

"Pooh, this one is able to take care of him-
self, or should be; must t oldish, since he's n
widower with two son. Lord help 'em if
such a stepmother Is put over them."

The athlete hi- - sat to quietly in his corner
that both men start whon he abruptly rises,
trying to force tto wisdow lower, as if the
heat is increasing, probably they would be
still more tartled could they know that ho is
that v pry Lord Willard to whom their com-
passion has been bo frankly extended. Ho
subsides into hi3 corner, tucks the ends of bis
mutt ache intohis mouth, staring, fixedly at the
page of Punch, thougn ho sees nothing of
Du Mauritr's latest, battling .is ho is against
an impulse to proclaim his Identity to the
two men, ana knock their beads together as
traducers of a defenceless lady. Prudence
and a natural averion to a scene win tne day;
ho folds his arms tightly, nnd before his
mental vision rises an oval face, with sedUL.--tiv-

violet eye", and lips that murmur low
and sweet. "But you will come back again,
won't j ou?"

He is again on the terraco at Rosemonnt.
tho glimmering radiance that lives all through
a summer night clasping the fragrant, dewy
garden, pud tho pretty house, with its open
window and lightea rooms, whence steal
strains of plaintive music. Mrs. De !a Poer,
graceful and languid, eyes and lips pathetic,
leans against a stone pilaster which holds
alolt a great vaso brimming over with musk
and lobelia.

"Why so sad he asks, with a
sudden ssnso of stars blown out, ns he looks
nt her face, p lie and mournful to a degree he
has not seen before.

"We aro never merry when wo hear sweet
mui",' " she returns ovas'vely.

"Vet how happy the sound of your voice
makes irn." be replies, and sho gives a smile
that ends in n sigh.

"Ah, Lord Willard, yon pay compliments
as if you meant them! W ell, I am orrv
are going awav. I stinll mis jou more than
I d.iro think, I have so few friends."

He glances at tho house, at tho gav throng
in tho lighted room, and sho follows his
glance and answers it.

"A you see. I have p'enty for an evening;
for a life it is a different matter. There are
times when I am lonely to desolation, with-
out n creature to con- - fort me to advise n.o,
to help me through my dark hour."

Lord Willard is ujoung man. but bis held
at times sroverns his heart: despite the influ-
ence of time and place, ins undoubted infatu-
ation for Mr. D la Poer, his appreciation of
her soft loveliness, he does not evpress his
desire of being tho guide and comforter she
needs. Sho looks past him to tho lines of
paler blue, low on tbo horizon, against which
rugged trunks nnd slender stems are defined.
nnd a faint sigh leav es her lips for the second
ti e.

'I shall never forget you," she says; "re-
member thnt, Lord Willard, for I feel that we
shall never meet again "

He starts nnd turns to her. looking at her
in a troubled way. "My dear Mrs. Do la
Toer, why should jou ibink that?"

"I can't giv e j ou any reason, but I know
it. I have had such presentiments before,
and thy havalwaji been fulfilled." And
her hand is lilted suddenly to her beautiful
eves; is it memory or thought of parting with
him thnt overcomes her?

"This ono may not be," he savs, all at once
intensely nervous. The glimpse of her perfect
mouth all quivering with emotion, the sight
of her fair beet heRcl, appeal to his heart; ho
is carried away by passion, and is just on the
point of clasplnghis arms about her, claim-
ing for present and for future 'tho right to
sharo her sorrows, if he cannot altogether
shield ber from them when tho tenor, whose
"songs beneath the waning stare" have been
charming the ear of night, comes out with a
train of admirers, and the tote-a-te- is
broken up. Mrs Do la Foer snatches time to
whisper plaintively. "But you will come back
again, won't out" before other guests claim
her attention.

Lord Willard presently takes his leave, de-
parting less with feelings of a lover who has
been baffled t r deprived of his chance than
those of a man who has escaped something.
Strange how tho glamour fades, how the
witchery of voice and look loses potency in
absence and how much more clear and dis-
tinct is tho memory of the girl whose heart
kept time and tune with his from the first
dawn of love until its last throb on earth.

For it is true that he is n widower. Hii
majority and bis marriage w ere celebrated on
the same day, and five jears of perfect happi-
ness were his. Then his joung wife died, and
ho has mourned her theso seven years, with-
out thought of replacing her, until his meet-
ing with Dorothea De la Poer, if then. He
has been introduced to her by tho genial
rector, on whoso heart her liberal, unosten-
tatious charities have made a good impres-Blo- n,

and she seemed to him of the type an-
gelic Still, why is it that when he thinks ot
Bis two sons the thought of them under her
care repels him?

Why Is it that when in his most infatuated
moments he pictures her in his old home, a
vision will rise before him ot the fair, purs
face once smiling there, of the fresh young
voles so long silent? Why does it seem as if
from the quiet grave she extended ber band
to hold him back? Can the dad be jealous

THE STORY OF A MISER.

Of Bis Vast Herds But tho Bones Now Left
to Speak of Lost Wealth.

From the San Francisco Examiner.
The schooner Annie Gee Is unloading a

cargo at Howard street pier that tells a tale of
desolate death on the plains ot Mexioo. The
hold ot the vessel was filled at Guaymas with
the skulls and bones of cattle that had died
many years ago on the parched prairies a fair
miles inland from the port.

Tho officers of the schooner did not remem-

ber the name of the rich vaquero who several
decades ago owned the land about Guaymas,
longer and broader than a man could ride in
a day and night, but the old peoplo of Guay-
mas say that he possessed great wealth, and
that his herds of cattle were more than could
be counted. The great vaquero was an auto-
crat with a great greed for cattle and gold.
Both-o- f these seemed to multiply on his bands
so rapidly that his treasure and herds were
almost unlimited, but he was not satisfied. He
grew more miserly every day, nnd at lost he
commenced to stint the necessities of llfo re-

quired both for himself and family. His llfo
becamo such that he lived in the most abject
squalor, gloating over his gold and forbidding
any of bis scores ot slaves killing any ot the
cattle for food. So stern was bo that none
dared disobey, and starvation In tbe midst of
plenty claimed many for death. It not only
affected the slaves, but insufficient good and
diseases carried away tbe members of the old
vaquero's family until only ho was left.

Then a blight came upon tbe herds. The
slaves and the Mexicans to this day Bay it was
tho curse of God. The rains stopped and the
numerous streams which watered the va-

quero's rich domain dried up. The hot sun
withered tbe grass, and food for thousands ot
cattlo became scares. Soon the emnclatod
bodies ot the starving beasts began to dot tbo
plains. Qnlckly they increasod, but no rain
camo. The vain old miser hugged his gold
and prayed for only a drop of water. Ho saw
his cattle dying In hundreds about him, and
in despair he shut himself In his cabin.

What few slaves remained alive fled from
the place, and now tho plains for miles around
are dotted with tho crumbling bones of the
old miser's immense herds. Tho local his-
torians of the event do not know what be-

came of the old vaquero, but they thiak that
be died surrounded by his gold, and that ho
was found that way by some strolling ma-
rauders, who took away tho treasure and
burned tho house. The Mexicans nbout
Guaymas are now collecting the horns and
skulls and taking them to tho beach, where
thev are paid a few cents for their work.
The bones brought by the Annie Gee are for
a local fertilizing compaay.

Not That Kind. Mr. Debs.
From tho Chlcngo Record.

Debs now calls upon tho American people
to curry on tbo boyoott which tho American
Hallway Union has declarod off. Dobs will
discover, however, that tno peoplo who rldo
in Pullman cars are not boycotters.

Ills .Mistake.
(From the Chicago Roeord.

Miss Caustiquo Men can never tell bluo
from green.

Miss Maud How do jou know that?
Miss C.iustiqus I jut heard Cholly Addlo- -

pate say ho wag awfully blue.

of the living? Do all men who have loved
tho first wife with all jouth's fervor and de-

votion feel thus when contemplating tbe
taking of a second,'

He has asked himsolt theso questions often
during the last five weeks, and tho answers
toemfaroff as ever. And y ho asks
himself what shall he do? Shull he. as lover
should, offer himself to her, without doubt or
fear or question Or shall he be influenced
bj the coarse gossip of two half-tips- y mea
and probo into tho sorrows of ber pt. It Is
impossible thnt what they have nald can be
true. Shall be ask her to be his wife or shall
he not? Well, he will write to her from homo
within the next fow dajs and the question
will forever bo settled.

m m 9
The rectory garden inclines rather tn tho

wilderness style, but is lighted up well with
big dahlias and flaming gladioli and

old wallflower. "Mrs. I'.tor" sits on
a rustic bench, a bamboo o beside her;
nnd merrily from the tennis lawn come her
children small stars circling round tho
newly risen planet of a cousiu from London,
fresh fro-- n tho jojs of b.r first season. She
is a dainty figure in a snn-n- and muslin,
"falr-halrc- blue-eye- ber apct blithe."
ndored by the Darradnles. cousins, aunt and
unclo alike. She saj,3 herself that her life is
simpl) a record of "favors J," and it
h true that to her, at least, fortune b is coco
with both hands full, perhaps captivated by
nature's nandnvork in her, and so sho lacks
neither money nor good looks nor pretty
wa.

As they move to the tea-tab- a gay
group a man 6low!y p.isses, earning on his
shoulder a Httlo boy. who looks eagerly over
tho privet hedge, then laughs and claps his
hnndsto the jounger Darradaks, who are
signaling with their racquets. The man
tnrns a pale, thin fnco, i.il dark eyes and
aquiline nose, fu tho Bamo direction, and
raises his hat with a long, shadowy band as
he passes on.

"Who is tho phantom?" aaks Cousin
Phillpp.i and the eldest JIiss Darradale, who
is just at tno romantic ana suscepiioia nge,
turns .a sigh into n pout as tho replies:

"That is Mr. Du la Poer, tho new organist.
Isn't be handsome?"

'H'm isn't he a little bit liko a ghost out
for an airing?"

"Oh, I hate fat, rej, beefy men," rays Kate,
with warmth. "I think llr. De la Poer is so
interesting; pnpa savs ho is sure thero is a
story connected with him if we only knew."

Bv this time they have arrived at Mrs. Dar-
radale, who has begun to pour out tbo tea.
which the bovs busy themselves in handing
about, whilst liate presides over some tempt-
ing fruit. In tho midst of their enjojment
tho rector appears, claiming share ot the re-

freshment, and bis wife puts her diurnal ques-
tion.

"Did you hear any news, dear?"
"Lord Willard is oxtccted home; that's one

item. Tor another. I'm sorry to say that there
is an outbreak of diphtherie."

"Oh, dear," savs Mrs. DarraJalo, glancing
at her ''steps and stairs" with anxiety, and
thero is a little silence. By nnd by ono of the
rosy boys breaks it.

".papa, iJcrtie ue la l'oor is coming to play
with us may I givo him ono of tho
j onng rabbits?"

"Why, yes, Joe, if he likes to have it. By
the waj," the rector goes on, addressing his
niece, "jou will bo pleased when you hear
ournow'organist. I consider him n very
ablo musician."

"ViO saw him pass just now," says Phll-ipp- a.

"He looks a melody in the minor."
"I dare say he is anxious nbout tbo ehild,"

Fays tho kindly mother; "a dear little fellow,
but not very strong."

"Is he a widower?" rhllippa asks, nnd
tbero is a perceptible pause before tho rector
replies.

"N-n- o. In fact, I can hardly say. The boy
calls him papa and uncle indiscriminately,
and I never asked which really was tho rela-
tionship. In fact. De la Poer is not the man
one can question; ho Is extremely reservod
and taciturn. His references were unexcep-
tionable, though, and he is a gentleman. He
has a class at the high school, and they tell
mo he is quite a musical genius. But ho is
viry distant, as ho receives no visits and

declines overy invitation. Hois
less popular than I daro say be deserves to
be, and people are very anxious to know what
ho did before be came here."

"The little boy must havo a lively time of
it behind such a high wall of mystery," says
Fbilippa, whoso life is clear and open and
sunny as her eyes.

"Oh! ns to that, De la Poer's whole heart fs
in the boy; he is devoted to him, and denies
him nothing. I feel that ho is smiling when
he knows thnt Bertie is enjoying himself here
with our youngsters. And as to the wall ot
mystery, my dear, I think others hnve built
it. Mr. De la Poer is simply a reserved,
silent man, who declines to talk ot his own
affairs, and may merely be suffering from on
artistic, hatred of gossip."

Phllippa feels rather more Interested in
"the phantom;" a sensation which deepens
when she hears the waves of rousio roiling
through the gray old church, rising and fall-
ing beneath the long thin fingers of the man
in the threadbare coat shining at the seams.
She wishes that hn had not quite such a

face, and is anxious to see
the boy at close quarters, to know if he is in
any way shadowed by the paternal gloom.

ALMOST.

She How do you
no It's "out o'

HOW FORTUNES ARE MADE.

By Acute and Enterprising Minds Being
Brought to Practical Conditions.
(From the San Francisco Argonaut

The largest fortunes ot the presentdayhave
been acquired by applying an acute and en-

terprising mind to tho improvement of the
conditions of life. Somo ot tho largest among
them may be traced to the extension ot tho
railroad, telograpb, and telephone systems, to
the sewing machine, to tho automatia agri-

cultural machines, to the application ot elec-

tricity to mechanics, to now applications of
chemistry to manufactures.

nenry Bessemer, who discovered a way to
convert carburctted iron into steel, was a
tjpe. Ho rendered it possible to gridiron
this country with stoel rails, and, of course,
ho became n mil'Jonairo. Any young man
who will devise a method of making an ar-

ticle of general use at less than the present
cost, or of making it bettor in quality at tbe
6amo cost, will make a fortune as bo did. Tho
article need not bo nn important one so long
as it is generally consumed.

-

Goina avay on your vacation! The Tints vill
CO uith you toany addrtti, jxAlagt prejaidtor
35 ctnts a month.

But lie is a bright, laughing, littio fellow,
who flutters into th rectory garden like n
Duttcrflv ruch a winsome, buppy irite. s
easily pleased, so loving, with none ol child-
hood's unconscious selfisbne-- s, that PMtippa
falls in love with him at once, and he, becom-
ing her slavtt with equal raf idity. Is nick-
named her Iittlo sweetheart. He listens to
the wildest legends of fairyland with unques-
tioning belief when they flow from her lips;
trots beside her when Ihe pth"rs fruit or
flowers, delighted to carry her basket or scis-
sors; finds bur b ills fit tennis, and she de-

clares that it will end In her stealing bim.
One d.vv she bad bn distributing toys

among her cousins, and presents Bertio with
a wonderful picture book, over which ho
hangs with flushed cheeks and dilated eyes,
then looks up gravely to uk "If he may lend
this to Jim?"

"TV bo is Jim?" Phillppa asks, nnd tho ex-
planation is lucid.

'Oh. ho can t walk Itko lis; he has a
cwutch, but bis mamm t can't buy books or
pwtitty things for him. May I let him wead
my book first?"

Tho desire 1 permission Is given: nnd "Who
19 Jim?" I'hiUlppa asks, a trlllo wild!, of her
tinjlo; sho feels tnat "iittlo sweetheart" is
leading ber Into strange lands, but tho rector
is ablo to throw some light upon the subject.

"Jim" Ah! the child must mean thnt
cripplud boy ot thn Coons. His father
breaks stoc s and bis mother washes, so this
is re--1 charity, Phillppa. Well done, ) our
little sweetheart.

"I think he never saw anvuno with crutches
before," fajs I'hllipij.t. "I wonder if his un-

selfishness is hereditary?"
Somehow she Is not inclined to think so.

Mr. Do la Poer reoialns unapproachable oven
through bis child, and she does not seo why
bo should keep tho kindly rector at arm's
length with tho re't of the world, thero might
surely be an oxt eptio made here.

"He is a strnngo. unsociable creature,"
says one of the Mrs. Candours of tho neigh-
borhood, an excellent woman, who U always
finding something or some one against whom
ionio one elso should bo warned, by j.heso
means keeping aspcciosolfierj crosslnactivo
circulation among her nequaiutanr es. "I am
tbo last person in the world to speak ill of an-

other, but at times I really do thiuk that Mr.
De ' i Poer is an eseaDed convict. Dear Mr.
Darradale Is so conflc"ing, so unsuspicious, so
broad and wide." she sajs, sighing; the ad-
jectives, of course, referring to tbe good rec-

tor's mind, not to bis personal appearance
An escaped convict! Thero searcely could

bo a more ridiculous theory, Fhillppa think- -,

dociding that this lady has probably been
chief builder of the wall of mjstery. But
whatsoever may bo said of Mr. De la Poer in
other respects, no one can And fault with his
treatment of bis boj or question his all' clion.
Tho sad, grave faco lights up attbe3ight of
Bertie, and is transfigured. Ho seems con-

tent witli this companionship, nnd seeks no
other; nnd often they are seen v.nudering
awav together to the woods or the common,
Bertio carried shoulder tigh, laughing and
triumphant.

A breath of excitement pnses through
Waterdale; Lord Willard is coming boue, and
the chimneys of tho great houso are beginning
to send up smoke-signal- people wonder if
bo will "entertain," if he will bring down a
bbooting-part- and tradesfolk rub expectant
hands; for his lordship maintains his estab-
lishment nn n liberal scale, and there is no
"cheese-parin-g" in Ills household.

"What has beermo of my little sweetheart?"
wonders Phillppa, one memorable day, when
two or three days havo slipped away without
bringing Bertio to the rectory. "Perhaps Mr.
Do la Poer thinks he is being spoiled among
us!"

Sho has just come in from nwnlk and meets
her unclo nt tbe gate, to bo btruck by his un-
usual gravity.

"This is sad news," ho sajs; "poor littloDo
la Toer is down with diphtheria."

"Ob. uncle! But how did it reach him?"
"Why. that boy Colson has it badly, and

tbat stupid mother ot his allowed Bertie in to
seo bim, with this result. Tho child ran across
from his father's to nsk for Jim missinghim,
I suppose and she must needs take, tho child
into tho very room. I told her what I thought
ot her! No wonder tbe sickness is spread- -

"Is Bertio very ill?" sho falters,
tag!"

"I fear so. I shall go back later on, though,
I assure you. I feel very helpless in this case.
I hope the child may bo spared." And the
rector's kind eyes rest on his own darlings,
healthful, and numerous, and grow dim as be
thinks of the tiny, face he has
just seen. What if the ono sunbeam on a
dark and lonely way be quenched? What
will follow such a loss Yet what is Christi-
anity worth if we cannot submit without
question to supreme wisdom and omniscient
guidance? He has several duty calls to pay,
several sick beds to visit, before be can go to
the cottage where the De la Poers live. Half-
way down tho deep green lane leading to it
be sees tbe n figure dilating through
tbe twilight more and more, until they are
face to face, and thn question falls eagerly
from his lips: "How is Bertie? Is he bet-

ter?"
"Yes. He is better."
Something in tbe tone and no less in the

manner strikes strangely on tbe clergyman's
senes, and a hot flush of anxiety rises to his
temples; De la Toer looks at him with light-les- s,

languid eyea--
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like my suit?
sight."

THE CRUISER MONTGOMERY.

It is to Bo Hoped Tbat the Pretty Boat
is Not Hoodooed.

From the New York Tribune
It is hoped that the now cruiser Montgom-

ery is not "hoodooed," as was the old Iro-

quois. She certainly bos bad a little more
than her Bbnre ot bad luck. While preparing
for her high-spee- d trial on Tuesday, and when
half through tho preliminary two-day- 's test,
the crank pin of her port engine gave way,
and the piston was drlv en with such forco as
to break through the cylinder-hea- d and smash
it to pieces.

Another of her mishaps w as on Octobers
last, when about to begin hor contractor's ac-

ceptance trial. She struck on Black Ledge,
New L ondon harbor, and so severely aam-ag-

about twenty of her plates that she bad
to be taken to Baltimoro for repairs, and was
in thn hands of mechanics for several weeks.
A couplo of weeks before that, on September
20. when making a preliminary speed trial in

Bay, ono of tho auxiliary steam
pipes burst and Mr. Eushaw, chief engineer
ot the Columbian works, was terribly scalded
and ono of the crew was scalded to death.

"Since he dlod, half an hour ago." he says,
in cold, steady tones, "perhaps I thould say
that he Is well."

Mr. Darradale chokes; he has no words
of comfort read being bv his
own grief for the child who has laughed his
way Into every heart The man suddenly
turns aide, bowing his bend upon his arm.

"Oh ray God! my dear little boy," he
groans, passionate human fetling breaking
down all his and d

control. It is. however, only for u moment,
then he stands erect, his teeth set bard on
bU lip, and in reply to the rector's question
if ho can do anything, says, "No, thero is
nothing to bo done" not gratefully, but
with a treading down of his own emotions,
vv hich may be habitual, and which eonv ej s
the impression that to him life means only
endurance.

The rector goes home. uIng his handker-
chief a jr od deal, and tells them there what
has happened; the children listen in aw,
though unable quite to realiro tbe meaning
of death but Pbllippn breakB down alto-
gether for sake of her little sweetheart.

"And can't we do aujthmg for Mr. Do la
Poer?" asks'1 Mrs. Darraaale. "it is so sad
tbat he snoald be left alone."

"I fancy be prefers it," sajs tho rector; and
he is right.

After tho quiet funeral the rector detains
the onlv mourner, who has stood silent and
sea possessed duringtbe mournful service a
vein standing out in tis forehead alone be-

traying by what an effort he preserves his
composure and lavs a kind hand on his
shoulder.

"I do not llko to think of you alone, nnd
uneonseiously encouraging sorrow by soli-

tude," ho rnys. "I should b glad if you
would walk over to mv house before long;
jou will meet only myself and my wife, I
promise."

"'Ihan't you," returns Do la Toer: "indeed
I havo much to thank jou for; but I nm un-

able to do so jet. A great deal perhaps, in-

deed, ail tho happiness of Bertro s life hero
was due to the kindness of you nnd yours.
But believe mo that at pre-e- nt I am best
alone."

Still, tbe rector feels ibat the "at present"
is a conces.ioa nnd implies that at some fu-

ture time De la Poer may yield.
Thilippa chokes when, for the first time,

sho sees the tiny grave. The sid. still
autumn air is heavy with scent of fading
Howe". There is everywhere tbat hush onlj-on- e

step removisi from jrerfoct silence, when
tho faded leaf falls without a sound, and the
long crass stir, with scarcely a rustle. Iho
church is open, nnd sho hears tho organ
throbbing; her eyes fill. YAhen to her the
death of this little ono has been so much,
what is it to tho man left desolate? How cau
she grasp th fullness of bis palu,comprehend
tho depth of hissonow, the vain hearkening
for the lisping little vole?, the pattering feet,
tho useless lougiBg for the innocent compan-
ionship and love?

W lien she raises her head she sees De la
Poer standing before her; he looks more
cadaverous than ever, more attenuated, but
she sees him only for a moment before tears
blind her she hn3 thought that if they met
she would speak to htm consolingly, and,
after all, she can only cry.

"I nm so sorry- - for j ou," at length she seys.
nnd can say no more, but tho words wxpress
that pure compassion which, surely is trus
womanhood.

"Thac'c j on," ho says, with dry lips; "you
were alvvajs good to him, and bo loved jou.
I And some comfort in the knowledgo that ho
had won so much affection; it means tbat bis
littio life was hapnj'."

Ho stops and loons silently at tho flowers
she has laid on tho grave, and, much moved,
thanks her bj-- a gesture.

As sho goes home n pony phaeton is driven
past by handsome, happy Lord lilard, who
is instructing his son and heir in the mys-
teries of the reins; and the girl feeLs an odd re-

sentment of his good fortune, of bis fine
physique, of tho very flag lazily folding and
unfolding itself on Willard tower In honor of
his arrival. Further on she meets Mr. De la
Poer's landlady, who is brimming over with
details ot tho boy's death and the mnn's grief,
and her emotions undergo a change; hasten-
ing home she bursts into the room where tbe
rector sits composing his serraon, her throat
and heart burning.

"Unclo, tbat man Is starving!"
"My dear girl." he cries, startled, "what

man? Which? Where"
"Mr. Do la Poer," she says, gasping, all

her pretty roses withered. "Mrs. Becker has
just been telling me; he bas always been poor.
Ob, uncle, can't you see thnt is the reason of
his reserve and seclusion. He has denied
himself everything for Bertie's sake, but he
is poorer than ever now; be lives on tea nnd
dry bread. Oh, unclo, wo must, we surely
can do something"

The rector bears these Incohorent sen-

tences with a puzzled frown. Hero is a mys-
tery. How is this abject poverty to be ac-

counted for, unless by the presence in the
background of some one with a claim tbat
may not be denied. Otherwise he surely
would have had sufficient to meet the extra
expenses entailed by sickness and death, hav-
ing no personal extravagances, being indeed
styled "stingy" and a miser.

"The woman may have exaggerated," says
Mr. Darradale, mildly. "However, I might
ask Lord Willard to use his influenoe on be-

half of De la Poer."

THE END OF THE BRIDE.

A Sad Picture of the Child-wif- e System
Tolerated in India.

From Temple Bar
A little girl in India went to the missionary

school; she was a pretty, clever little thing,
and so attracted the teacher that she ventured
to visit her in ber home. She found the child
overshadowed by the horror of her approach-
ing marriage. Asa baby she had been be-

trothed, but, according to custom, she lived
in her father's house till she was twelve; then
she was to be taken from her own people and
given over to her husband, a hideous little
man, deformed, his face scarred with disease,
of bad character and notoriously given to
drink.

The child was terrified of him, and he de-
rived a ghoul-lik- e pleasure from her terror;
used to jump at ber in the dark, make faces
at her, and told her tbat once really married
to bim, and in bis home, he nnd his old mother
wonld make short work of her beauty with a
red-h- fork, so that It would soon be difficult
to choose between their two faces.

At last the fatal day arrived The mis-
sionary's heart 'ached for tbe little friend she
was unable to help, and as she went about
ber work she prajed that God might save HU
hapless creature.

At noon the child's mother burst into the
house. "Nahomi Is dead," sho cried, and the
two women hurried to her home. There was
Nahomi, lying stiff and cold on tbe floor,
looking very slim and childish in her bridal
dress and smooth, flower-crown- head.

It happened she had spent the morning in
restless agony of acticipation, tbat (to quiet
her) hor miserablo mother had beaten her,
and that afterward she had fallen into an
apathy of despair.

She had washed her little person and ber
hair, bad braided it neatly, had put on her
bridal gown, and decorated herself with flow-
ers and jewelry and then bad gone quietly
into tbe yard behind the house, where n do-ta-ra

tree hung its great white trumpets against
the blue sky, dug up and ate a little of its
poisonous root, end then crept back Into her
homo, where she now lay, cold, stark free.

A Popular Opinion of the Senate.
From tbe LouIstIUo Courier-Journa- L

The Senate has written its own doom. It
might have been forgiven tho impotence of
tbe extra session; it cannot be forgiven the
insolence it now displays. The people havo
as little share in its favor as tbey bad in its
election. It is tainted with scandal, honey-
combed with jobbery, beset by evil rumors.
The ticker clicks under the toga. Legisla-
tion Is snaped e stock-jobbe- r. Tbeiobbyist
is given ear while the peoplo go unheard. The
verdict of tbe ballot is flouted.while protected
monopolies aro asked their will. The people
have no part or lot in such a babel of selfish
interests.

m

His Own Punishment.
From the SomervlHo Journal

Indignant Resident Great heavens, man!
What do jou mean by bringing around a
wheezy old hand organ, all out of tune, and
torturing everybody in tho neigborhood? .

Organ-grind- (plaintively) Well, if It's
bad for j ou. w hen j ou onlj- - have to listen to
it for five minutes, how do you think L like
it, when I have to listen to it all daj long?

In the evening he betakes himself to the
little cottage, nnd is admitted by Do la Toer
himself. Perhaps the reetor look3 about him
more otservnntlj- - than before; at anj rate the
palnlul, bare neatness of the room seems re-

vealed to bim for the first time. The man is
wan and tbin, his ej-r-

s have the strained ex-

pression that tells of overwork; bis coat, even
more threadbare than the one he wears out
ot doors, bangs loosely about him, and his
movements are inert and languid.

"I came, to ask," begins the rector, after a
prolonged fit of coughing, "if you would
spend an hoi.r or two with us on Sundnj no
one there but ourselves and wo will allow
jou to go away whenever you wish? You are
shutting your'elf up too "mneb." Mr. De la
Toer signs and looks dowu; no doubt remem-
bering what he owes to tho DarradaIo3, re-

fusal is difficult.
"it is for our pleasure, no. for your own,"

savs tho rector "so I hope you will at least
think about it. Now I have something else
to ask on mv wile's behalf. She thinks that
jou aro neglecting joursolf, as one too often
does, m; dear De la Toer, in time of sorrow,
and she i sealing you some grapes, ard that,
to coax your apj o no jou knowhow women
lovo to coddle. The fruit is from our oun
vinery, so I kno-- " it is good," ho ad Is, for he
never offers one a thing as if re were glad to
bo rid of it. or with tho depreciation of a gift,
considered 'good form" oy so many. ?nd
with this he takes his departure, leaving Mr.
Do la Poer to reflect.

Shortlv- - after one of tbo Darradale maids
comes vith a basket laden with golden jelly,
and lovely bloomy grapes that look almost too
good to be eaten; there is something tempt-
ing in tbo dainties to which ho has long been
unaccustomed, and bo bos lifted some of tho
delicious fruit to bis parched mouth, when
the thought whi ""l domiuntes his wholo life,
of a necessity greater than his own, arises,
nnd presentlv he has mado his way to the poor
cottao where sickness is rife, and want bj-- no
means an unfamiliar presence.

Mrs. Coison herself ofens the shaky door,
and, recognizi"g her visitor, is at once on tho
defensive. She Lever meant to harm his littio
boy sbo onlj thought it would cheer Jim up
to see the littio gent 'man as was alwajsso
frank and free, nnd any way ho needn't como
to reproach her now in her trouole, when
sickness and sorrow and work aro like to
drive hr distracted. Mr. De la Teor's quiet
voice cuts through her voluble sentences.

"I havo not come to rcpro ich jou; I know
you meant no harm," he says. 'Jim was kind
to mv boy. and I havo brought some grapes
for him, if he may have-- them."

Mrs. Colson Instantly in teare.
"Oh, the Lord bless you!" she cries. "For

jou are a good man; and. indeea, my bearr.
is broke with them saying it's me as madir
your boy III, nnd Jim being so low, and no
money coming in. and fnther taken to drink!"

As he passes in she touches his arm and
whispers that Jfrn doesn't know, nnd be under-
stands her. He goes Lravely smiling to the
poor lad, wasted and worn with sickness, his
cTutehin n corner, his bands, bony nnd white,
closed round a bard, hnll-e.at- apple; tho
hollow ejes light up when thej seo thepuiplo
fruit nestling among tho cool green le.avs,
and the delicacies he scarcely knows

no Is sure Master Bertie has sent
these nnd De lr. Poer does notundcceivehlm.
He ssys some encouraging word to the
mother, whose child will be spared to her,
glad to tell her so with conviction, and she
cries again, blessing him more fervently than
ever.

Y hen tho rector presents himself at Willard
Tower, he Duds my lord acting a propeller of
it "mail cart" to his boys, who aro full of tho
exuberant spirits reculiar to their years nnd
perfect health. Ho is in no wise diaconcerteil
at being discovered in this humble position,
greeting bis v lsitor cordially, and asking after
each member of tbe family by vv hich
proves that he possesses a royal memory.
The rector leads gradunllj'upto the subject
of De la Poer. of whom bo relates all the good
he knows, guided oy the light thrown by dis-co- v

ery of the poverty borne In silence. Lord
Willard turns a little pale, his faco is some-
what hard; he certainly is not moved as the
rector has expected, and though awaro tbat
no ono can do n gracious act more graciously
than he cannot help fearing that
not much practical sympathy will be forth-
coming.

Composed to coldness, outwardly. Lord
Willard is on fire within. Good heavens ! has
there been truth in that vile storj ? Can it
be possible tbat tho man no is asked to help
is husband of the woman he bas thought of
marrying? Is he standing indued on tho
brink of so black a pit ? He flings open the
window, with much the same action as when
ho heard her name familiarly uttered by
coarse and vulgar lips, feeling as if some
crisis of bis fate had como.

By nnd by to his rescue come the natural
generosity and kindliness ot bis character,
enabling him to set aside all personal feelings
and prejudices. "Well bred, well educated,
with undeniable references," he repeats; "I
will take Mm at your word, rector. I will do
what I can."

The result ot this interview is, in the first
place, the writing of a note in which Lord
Willard earnestly begs the favor of a visit
from Mr. pe la Poer; in the second, Mr. De la
Poer's presenting himself in reply at Willard
Tower.

He looks pale, thin, and ill. and Lord Wil-

lard feels that he cannot help pitying him.
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MAN AND SHARK.

A Fisherman Hooks a Monster and la
Seized in Turn by It.

From the St Louis
William Muller, an attorney ot Denlson,

Tex., had an experience with a man-eatin- g

shark at Bockport, in ths Gulf. Mr. Muller,
who was brought heme related ths
following:

"I hired a small sailboat, and we were out
some distance from land when I baited my
book and cast it out. I used a new clothes-
line, 100 to ISO feet long, for a cord, and tba
book was quite large, probable six to seven
inches long. I felt a jerk and In an Instant
the line was under the boat's rudder. I asked
tbe boatman to reverse the sail in order tbat
the lino could be cleared. I was oblivious to
all except ths big flsh,and as tbo boom swung
around it eaught me on the back between tba
shoulders. I was tumbled overboard head-
foremost in tbo water, some, forty to fifty feet
dsep.

"As I struck the water the fish that I 'had
caught, a man-eatin- g shark, laid bold ot ths
call ot my right leg. The pain was fearful,
and I felt in self jerked rapidly aown towards
the bottom of the sea. In my fall I did not
relax my hold on tbe line, and as soon as I
realized my pesition I knew that my life de-
pended on my ability to bold to the cord. Ths
struggle I know was not long, but to me it
seemed like an age. The cord was fastened to
a beam in the boat, and Inch by inch I gained
on my antagonist, and as soon as I appeared
on the surface the boatmen came to my as-

sistance. The shark retained its grip on my
leg until my body was entirely out of ths
water, and even then it did not let go until
tho boatmen knocked it off with an oar.
Vt hen I was safely on the inside, however, ws
pulled for the shore, nnd as my book was se-
curely fastened in the month of the shark no
troublo was experienced In landing the fish.
It was between five and six feet long."

THE SUMMER HOTEL.

Agony of Writing a Letter at a Popular
Seaside Resort.

Did you ever try to writo a letter at a Sum-
mer hotel? If you have you probably will
never make a second attempt. The exercise
you get mentally is nothing to the pedestrian
feats that jou indulge in.

You can t write in your room because it's
too warm there; and, besides, you don't want
to lose a moment of outdoor fuu. So yon
make a pencil and pad nnd hammock combi-
nation. You start with "My dearest dear,"
and by that time you are surrounded with a
huge crowd, who came to assure you tbat
rumor that ice cream was to be served for
dinner had been proven false. Gradually yon
sneak away te another hammock, but ths
crowd follows. Then, in desperation, yon
plunge into a dense wood, wnere yon ara
sure panthers and polar bears reside in com-
pany with rattlesnakes and African croco-
diles. No sooner do jou get that pencil fixed
than you hear something like this wafted
over your head:

"You are heartless. You know I love you!"
"Te-he-h- I don't believe it. I suppose

you've said that same thing to every other
girl here."

"I swear I haven't! I care for no one but
you. Hove "

Then you experience a queer feeling and
tramp off with the thought that two wooden
dummies or a pair of cigar store signs would
spoon at a summer resort.

even if his own errors and excesses havs
brought him to this pass: The boys troop
past the window with jingling rein and har-
ness, turning laughing faces fatherwards, as
it asking him to hasten and share the fun.

"Perhaps you can guess why I have sent
for you," says Lord Willard; be nods at his
wild darlings, and shakes a paternal fist. As
Mr. de la Poer does not reply he resumes:
"One cannot go on playing horses forever. I
want you to consider how you would like ths
charge of my youngsters. Mr. Darradale
thinks it high time they had a better tutor
than myself, and with his usual kindness re-

lieved me of some trouble by recommending
vou. Don't decide hastily; think about it and
wo will compare notes at tho end of ths
week."

The pale faco flushes the muscles ot ths
ling, thin throat work convulsively; and
Lord Willard is all at once seized with anxiety
about his flowerbeds the boys are so careless
it would seem.

Presently he leaves tho window, and sits
down again, a littio embarrassed now.

"Th next question," hn saj-s-
, "is personal;

and I first wish you to believe that only ths
strongest possible reasons induce me to asle
it. I have made the acquaintance of a Mrs.
Dorothea De la Poer: ber husband wa3 a Ds
la Poer, of Chester. Do you know her?"

"Yes; I know her." Every word seems t
be dragged forth, when after a lengthy pause,
the replj-come- "My only brother married
her."

Lord Willard breathes again. After all, it
is not so bad. He so evidently "asks fer
more" with eager ej es and brows that De la
Poer resumes, in a tone studiously cold and
impassive:

"He tell among bad company, and married
beneath him. It was an unfortunate marriage,
and ended in utter ruin. All that he bad
went, all tbat I had went to support a falling
bouse. When everything was lost, and the
old nomo had to be sold, my brother sent for
me nnd committed his child to my care."

He stops here, wiping some moisture from
his foreheaa, and Lord Willard looks down.

"I am sorry," bo says, "deeply sorrj' to
pain you. Don't tell me anv more. I in-

tended asking Mrs. Do la Poer to be my wife,
and I think she ha3 encouraged me. I hope
vou consider that sufficient to justify my in-

quiry?"
De la Poer stares for a moment or two, tbsa

colors deeply.
"PerhaDs I bad better finish my story," hs

says. "My brother left his child to my care
because be knew his own fate, and that
shortly he would bo dead to thn world, and
he did not look upon his wife as a fit guard-
ian; it was arranged privately among us.
Sbo bas been a little premature in her encour-
agement of you. since Bertram is still living,
though his days are numbered."

"Aro you sure?" cries Lord Willlard,sprlng-in- g
up.

"I should be, since I maintain him in ths
asylum. As this is of vitnl importance to you
Inm willing to show you the latest letters
from tho doctors."

"But she does sho know "
"That he is so Lear death? I should say

that she does, and that may explain her
conduct to vou."

Lord Willard has not meant to finish his
question in tnat way, having tho hope that
Mre,De la Pot--r may have believeM her hus-
band dead. He shudders with a sudden'sick
loathing.

"Has she been always willing that you
should have entire care of her son ?" ho asks,
at last: "Has sho left jou to maintain hus-
band and child aliko?"

"Why not?" says Do la Foer, simply. "I
nm a man. she a woman ; and, as I under-
stand, in coraparetivopovcrtyherself. It may
tax her powers suDlciuntly to support herself,
but she hns never sought help from me; sho
has washed. her hands of us, one and all."

Tho autumn flowers and the smooth lawn
and tee winding path are melted into one
blurred mass before Lord Willard's eyes; ths
voices of bis children sound dim and remote;
he cannot understand this this
patient bearing of so many burdens, half so
clearly as he understands what ho has escaped.
Tbo little bijou house, and tbe dainty mistress
aro hideous in his eyes. What is sho but "a
basil plant flourishing wonderfully on ths
brains of a murdered man?" Well, her pre-
sentiment is fulfilled; she will never see hint
again. He feels tbat be should "go down on
his knees and thank heaven, fasting," that he
was not carried by Impulse and passion to hit
own destruction.

A week later Phillppa, walking homeward
from a woodland ramble, laden with many
tinted leaves and brown cones, Is overtaken
by Mr. De la Toer, nnd thus she is tbe first to
bear of end to congratulate him on his new
appointment. Tbey are at the rectory gate
when be takes leave ot her, excusing himself
from going inside.

"I suppose it is always to be 'No?'" she
says, with resignation.

"I will not refuse when next you asK mo,"
he tells her.

"Very well, then; I will hold yon to your
promise," she returns, and they part.

At some distance along the lane he looks
back, to see her still standing at the old gate,
her face, in Its spring-lik- e bloom and beauty,
turned toward him; this much he sees, but
not the day when its brightest smile, its fond-
est welcome, its loveliest glow, shall be for
him alone yet even now such day is dawn-
ing, and out ot darkness shall corns light.


